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Now  the  Old  year’s 
latest  pages, 

Are  locked  up  and 
sent  to  press. 

Numbered  with  all 
by-gone  ages. 

Hear  your  Carrier 
Boy’s  Address. 
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Tlje  Caqadiaii  post, 

LINDSAY,  ONT. 
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1884 — Leap  Year  ! 

1884— and  we  have  standard  time! 

1884  — and  another  year  has  gone  clattering 
down  the  aisles  of  the  long  ago;  another  year, 
with  its  gripsack  bulging  with  joys  and  sorrows, 
changes  and  chances. 

1 

Patrons,  again  comes  up  before  you  “the 
Carrier  Boy.”  Like  the  King,  the  Carrier  boy 
never  dies. 

Friends  !  Subscribers  !  Readers  !  Lay  aside 
other  matters  while  I  read  you  a  brief  lecture. 
I’ll  not  have  a  like  chance  for  another  twelve- 
month.  Jolly  thought,  isn  t  it. 

Patrons,  my  presence  means  business  and 
my  mission  means  money.  I  unhesitatingly 
make  this  admission.  I’ve  been  looking  for¬ 
ward  to  something  of  the  sort  for  a  six  months, 
and  I  make  this  avowal  in  bare-faced  honesty. 

I  appeal  to  you  in  the  name  of  the  news¬ 
paper.  My  office  is  no  sinecure — my  duty  no 
pleasantry.  Like  Mowat  I  “must  go’  every 
Friday  -  wet  or  dry,  hot  or  cold,  I’ve  brought 
The  Post  to  your  door.  I’ve  run  the  gaunt¬ 
let  of  your  house  dogs.  I’ve  passed  your  fruit 
trees  and  kept  an  honest  conscience.  I’ve  shut 
your  gates  and  chased  your  neighbor’s  cow  into 
the  next  concession  away  from  your  growing 
cabbages.  I’ve  not  crossed  the  perpendicular 
line  of  rectitude  towards  your  cats,  -at  a  time, 
too,  when  cats  were  bringing  $2  each  in  Lennox. 
I’ve  walked  away  from  your  domicile  followed 
by  an  unjust  suspicion  that  I  had  been  a  mis¬ 
chievous  and  humble  instrument — an  accessory 
after  the  fact— to  the  falling  down  of  the  family 
clothes  line. 

I’ve  been  looked  on  as  a  thoughtless  and 
prank-playing  person. 


Patrons,  there  never  was  a  more  solemn 
and  serious  mistake  made — not  even  by  the 
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School  Board  —  nor  a  misconception  fraught 
with  more  appalling  consequences. 

I’ve  been  your  “Carrier  Boy”  first,  last  and 
always. 

Let  your  knowledge  of  my  faithful  service  be 
the  measure  of  your  liberality,  and  in  this 
thing  make  it  a  point  that  your  right  hand 
gives  a  quarter  and  your  left  adds  another  to 
it. 

And  your  carrier  boy,  as  in  duty  bound,  will 
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ever  pray. 
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Patrons,  —  Time,  the  ancient  master  printer, 

Stamps  at  once  a  record  true, 

Of  our  virtues, 

And  our  vices, 

What  we  think, 

And  what  we  do. 

Suppose  I  turn  back  the  hands  of  Time’s 
servitor — the  clock  and  give  you  a  brief 
resume  of  the  last  twelve  month's  happenings. 
(Resume  is  a  French  word, and  it  looks  literary 
for  a  carrier  boy  to  use  it.) 

I’ll  make  my  sentences  short  and  sharp. 
After  you  read  them  you’ll  not  be  troubled 
with  mental  indigestion. 

Patrons, — Home  first—  the  balance  of  the 
universe  and  a  quantity  of  the  solar  system 
afterwards—  if  you  like. 

As  a  refresher  I’ll  give  you  the  points  of 
local  happenings  covering  a  period  not  exceed¬ 
ing  fifty-two  weeks.  Thousands  of  minor 
matters  will  have  to  remain  in  black  obscurity. 
Only  the  more  important  can  be  embalmed  in 
this  category.  Behold  ! 

Mayor  Wallace  ascends  the  civic  throne. 

The  roof  of  the  Town  Hall  has  been  painted. 

The  Lindsay  Cutlers  created  a  cataclysm  at 
Montreal  bonspiel,  and  came  home  Champions 
of  America.  They’ll  attend  to  the  European 
continent  presently. 

Crandell'sCow  By-law  triumphantly  passed. 

“Immorality”  in  our  schools  shown  to  be  a 
medical  myth. 

New  Opera  house  opened.  Great  conven¬ 
ience. 

New  Council  Chamber  in  use  Public  bless¬ 
ing. 

John  Hart  wick  said  to  have  traded  horses 
seventeen  times.  Statement  appears  inaccurate. 

Paper  Mill  started  and  shopped.  Stock  de¬ 
pressed.  Too  much  N.P. 


The  South  Victoria  election  protest  knocked 
higher  than  Gildeioy’s  Kite.  ’Rah  for  Mc¬ 
Intyre. 

Public  tree  planting  bonused  by  the  council. 
Sensible  move. 

Local  Gas  Works  in  operation.  Light  very 
satisfactory.  Bills  satisfactory  -  sometimes. 

Citizens’  Band  organized.  The  band  prac¬ 
tice.  They  play  out — that  is  outside.  They 
don  new  uniform  and  look  immense. 

Councillor  Cathro  returns  from  Scotland. 
“We're  a’  John  Tampson’s  bairns.” 

A  matrimonial  epidemic  sets  in.  The  mor¬ 
tality  is  surprising. 

Lindsay  Cricket  Club  victorious  over  all 
comers.  Pluck,  energy,  skill  and  Mr.  Barron 
did  it. 

Salvation  Army  encamp.  Mighty  lively 
neighbors.  The  army  presents  a  galaxy  of 
incomparable  attractions.  Further  on  the 
army  holds  grand  demonstration.  Good  suc¬ 
cess.  The  army  buys  an  inferior  drum  and 
hires  a  drummer  to  match. 

Dominion  day  celebration  a  blank,  blanketty 
blanked  failure. 

The  Post  at  $i  per  year.  Most  signifi¬ 
cant  and  satisfactory  episode  of  the  year's 
business  moves.  Incredibly  large  circulation. 
Shoals  of  gratified  subscribers  in  every  town¬ 
ship. 

The  Town  Hall  steps  repaired. 

Splendid  new  sidewalk  on  Lindsay  street. 

The  Chief  of  Police  appointed.  He  and  his 
twin  peeler  don  the  official  uniform  ! 

New  $50,000  railway  extension  laid  out  and 
built.  New  $9,000  iron  bridge  placed  over 
the  river.  Triumph  of  modern  engineering 
skill. 

New  Midland  Station  built  and  ample  plat¬ 
forms  laid  out.  The  latter  a  public  boon. 

(Sorry  I  can’t  chronicle  that  William  street 
has  been  gravelled  and  graded.) 

Lindsay  Central  Exhibition  a  sparkling  suc¬ 
cess.  A  three  days  holiday  for  the  farming 
community.  Fine  stock,  fine  implements,  fine 
girls,  fine  printing,  fine  horses,  fine  every¬ 
thing. 

New  Gas  Engine  placed  in  The  Post  press¬ 
room.  The  admiration  of  the  nation. 

Six-foot  fence  dividing  the  playgrounds  of 
the  South  Ward  School.  Fine  fence. 

Young  Men’s  Liberal  Association  organized. 
A  political  nucleus  that  will  bust  the  other 
side  every  time  and  sometimes  twice. 


THE  CARRIER  BOY. 
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